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Passion can make;  inur*d to any hue
The world can cast;  that cannot cast that mind
Out of her form of goodness, that doth see
Both what the best and worst of earth can be.
Which makes, that whatsoever here befalls,
You in the region of yourself remain:
Where no vain breath of th' impudent molests,
That hath secur'd within the brazen walls
Of a clear conscience, that (without all stain)
Rises in peace, in innocency rests;
Whilst all what malice from without procures,
Shows her own ugly heart, but hurts not yours.
And whereas none rejoice more in revenge,
Than women use to do, yet you well know,
That wrong is better check'd by being contemn'd,
Than being pursu'd;  leaving to him t* avenge,
To whom it appertains.    Wherein you show
How worthily your clearness hath condemn'd
Base malediction, living in the dark,
That at the rays of goodness still doth bark.
Knowing the heart of man is set to be
The centre of his world, about the which
These revolutions of disturbances
Still roll;  where all th' aspects of misery
Predominate:  whose strong effects are such,
As he must bear, being pow'rless to redress:
And that unless above himself he can
Erect himself, how poor a thing is man !
And how turmoil'd they are that level lie
With earth, and cannot lift themselves from thence
That never are at peace with their desires,
But work beyond their years;  and ev*n deny
Dotage her rest, and hardly will dispense
With death.    That when ability expires,
Desire lives still.    So much delight they have,
To carry toil and travail to the grave.